
The Hiflorte of King Lear. 

That rightly thinks, and haft moft iuftly faid. 

And your large fpceches may your deedes approue. 
That good effetts may fpringffom wordes of lone : 
Thus Kent O Princes, bids you all adew, 

Heele fhape his old courfe in a countrie new. 

Enter France and Bttrgundte with CjloQer. 
giofi. Heers France and Burgundie my noble Lord. 
Lear. My L. of Burgitdie , we firft addres towards you, 
Who with a King hath riuald for our daughter. 

What in the leaft will you require in prefent . 
Dowerwith her,or ceafeyour queftofloue ? 

Burg. Royall maiefty, I craue no more then what 
Your highnes offered,nor will you tender lefle? (vs 

Lear. Right noble "Burgundie, when lhe was deere to 
We did hold her fo,but now her pnfe is fallen, 

Sir there {he ftands, if ought within that little 
Seeming fubftace,or al ofit with our difpleafure pcec’ft. 
And nothing elfe may fitly like your grace, 

Shees there, and fhe is yours. 

'Burg. I knownoanfwer, 

Lear. Sir will you with thofc infirmities fhe owes, 
Vnfriended,new adopted to our hate, 

Couered with our curfe, and ftrangey’d with our oth, 
Take her or leau e her. 

Burg. Pardon me royall fir, election makes not vp 
Onfuch conditions. (me 

Lear. Then leaue her fir,for by the powre that made 
I tell you all her wealth, for you great King, 

I would not from your loue make fuch a ftray. 

To match you where I hate, therefore befeech you, 

To auert your liking a more.worthier way, 

Then on a wretch whome nature is afhamcd 
Almoft to acknowledge hers. 

Fra , This is moft ftrange,that fhe, that euen but now 
Was your beft obiett, the argument ofyourpraifc, 
Balme of your age r moft beft, moft deereft, 

Should in this trice of time commit a thing, 

So monftrous to difimuitell fo many foil Ids offauour, 
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Sure her offence muftbe offuch vnnaturall degree, 

That menders ir, or you for youcht affeftions 
Falne into taint, which to beleeue of her 
Muft be a faith that reafon without miracle 

Could neuer plant in me. 

Cord. 1 yet befeech your Maieftie, 

If for I want that glib and oyly Art* 

To fpeakc and purpofe not,fince what I well entend 
He do’t before I fpcake,that you may know 
Itis no vicious blot, murder or foulnes. 

No vneleane aftion or difhonord ftep 

That hath depriud me of you r grace and fauour, 

But euen for want of that, for which I am rich, 

A {fill foliciting eye, and fuch a tongue , 

As r am glad I haue not, though not to haue it, 

Hath loft me in your liking. - 

Leir. Goeto, goe to, better thou hadft not bin borne. 
Then not to haue pleas’d me better . 

Fran. Is it no more but this, a tardines in nature. 
That often leaues the hiftorie vnfpoke that it intends to 
My Lordof Burgundi*, what fay you to the Lady? (do, 

Loue is not loue when it is mingled W'ith refpeflsthat 

Aloofe from the intire point wil you haue her J (ftads 
She is her felfe and dowre. 

'Burg. Royall Leir, giue but that portion 
Which yourfelfepropofd,andhere I take (for delta 
By the hand,Dutches of Burgundie , 

Leir. Nothing, I haue fworne. 

Burg. lamfory thenyouhauefoloftafather, 
Thatyoumuft loofea hufband. 

Cord. Peace be with Burgundie } fince that refpecls 
Offortune arc his loue, I {hall not be Ins wife. 

Fran. Faireft Cordelia that artmoft rich being poore, 
Moft choife forfaken,and moft loued defpifd. 

Thee and thy vertues here I ceaze vpon, 

Beit lawfiill I take vp whats caft away* 
Gods,Gods.'tis ftrage, thatfrom their couldft negieft. 
My loue fhould kindle to inflam’d refpett, 
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